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TALMAGES SERMON.|

HIS FIRST SERMON AS A WASH.
INGTON PASTOR.

FPreached Before s Vast Muoltitedo-
Eloguent and Picturcsque Discourse
on " All Heaven Lookiag On"—1Vaul
Btanding in the Amphiltheater.

New Fleld of Work,

Those who know that no chureh in this
or forelgn countries has been nbie to hold
the aodionces that have wssembled when
It was nunounced that De. Talmage would
prench will not be surprised that vast mol
titudes attempted o vain to hear s first
sermon ax pasior in Washington,  ahe
subject of his opening sermon ot the na
tionnl enpital was, “All Henven Looking
On,” the text selected belug the famons
passage from Hebirews xil, 1, “Secing we
also are compussed about with s great
a clond of witnesses,"

In this my opening werman o the na-
tional eapital 1 give yon henrtiest Chrs
tian sulotation. I bethink myselt of the
privilege of standing in this histerio
church so long presided aver by one of
the most remnrkable men of the centary, |
There are plenty of good ministers pesides
Dr. Bunderlund, but I do not know of any
man except himself with enough brain
to hnve stood successfally and trigmph-
antly foriy three yeurs It this conspien-
ous pulpit. Long distant be the year
when that gospel chieftain shall put down
the silver trumpet with which he ans
marshinled the hosts of Tarael or sheath
the sword with which he has strock such
mighty blows for God and rightegusness,
1 come to vou with the same gospel that
he has preached and to join you in all
kinds of work for making the world tet-
ter, and I hope to see you all ‘n your
homes and linve you nll come nnd poe
we, but don’t all come at onee; and with
ont any preliminary discourses an to what
I propose to do 1 begin here and now to
cheer you with the thought that all hie.y-
on in sympathetically looking on.  “See-
ing we also are compussed nbout wits wo
great a clond of witnessea™

Where Paunl Btood.

Crosaing the Alps by the Mont Cenis
pass, or through the Mont Cenis tunuel,
you are In a fow honrs set down st Ver-
onn, Italy, and In a few minutes begin
examining one of the grandest ruine of
the world—the amphitheater. The whole
bullding sweeps around you in & eircle,
You stand lu the arenn when the eombat
was onve fought or the race run, wnd on
all sides the seats rine, ther nbove tier, un-
tll you count forty elevations, or galler cs,
an | shall see fit to call them, in hich
st the senators, the kings and the 20,006
excited apectators, At the sides of tue
arena and uvnder the galleries are ine
cagen In which the lioos and tigers are
kept without food, until, frengied with
hunger and thirst, they are let aut open
some poor vietim, who, with sword and
alone, Is condemned to meet them. |
think that Paul himself once stood in soch
a place, and that it was pot only figurn-
tively, but Lterally, that he had “fought
with beasts at Ephesus.”

The gnia day has come. From all the
world the people are pouring Iuto Verona,
Men, wormen aud children, orators wud
senators, great men and small, thousandn
upon thonsands come, until the Arat gal-
lery in full, and the second, the third, tae
fourth, the ffth—all the way up to the
twentioth, all the way up to the thirtieth,
all the way op to the fortieth, Eviry
place In filled. Immensity of audience
wwooping the great circle.  Silence! The
time for tho contest has come. A Homan
official leads forth the victim Inte the
nrenn.  Let him get hin sword with firm
grip Into hin elght hand, The 205,000 sit
lireathlessly watching, 1 hear the door at
the side of the arena creak open. Out
plunges the half starved Hon, his tongue
sthirst for blood, and, with a roar that
britigs all the galleries to thelr feet he
rushen against the sword of the combat-
ant o you know how strong o stroke a
man will strike when his life depends
upon the firet thrust of his hlade? The
wild beast, lnme and bleeding, slinks back
toward the nide of the arena; then, rally-
ing his wasting strength, he comes np
with flercer eye and more terrible roar
than ever, only to be driven back with a
fatal wound, while the combatant comes
in with stroke after stroke, until the
monster fs dead at hin feet, and the 25,
000 people clap their hands and otter a
shout that makes the elty tremble,

A Cloud of Witnesses.

Rometimes the sudlence came to see n
race, sometimes to wee gladintors fight
each other, until the people, compasalon-
ate for the fallen, tarned their thumbs up
as an appeal that the vanquished be
spared, and sometimes the combat waa
with wild beasts,

To an amphitheatrical audience Paul
refers when he says, "We are companned
ghout with so great a cloud of wit-
noses.”

The fact Is that every Christlan man
has & lon to fight. Yours Is & bad tem-
per. The gaten of the arens have been
opened, and this tiger has come out to de-
stroy your soul. It has lacerated you
with many a wound. You have been
thrown by It time and again, but In the
strength of God you have arisen to drive
it back. [ verlly belleve you will con-
quer. 1 think that the temptation is get-
ting weaker snd weaker, You have given
it so many wounds that the prospect is
that it will die, and you shall be viotor
through Christ. Courage, brother!
not let the sands of the arena drink the
blood of your sonl.
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une here who har 0o besotting #in, let him
spenk out, for bt 1 Lnve offerded, LI

1 1
you bave not fought tie Hon, it is bocsuse

you bave Jet the lion ext you up. This
very moment the ooutest goes on. The
Terojan celeliration, whers 10,000 glad-
lators fought and 11,000 wild bensts were
siain, was ot so terrific & struggle as thit |
which st this moment goes o io many & |
soul. Thut cowbar was for the life of
the body; this js fur the life of the soul.
That was withh wild beasts from the jun-
gle; this is with the rouring lon of hell

Men think when they coutend sgainst
an evil hnbit that they have to fight it all |
wlone. Mo They stand in the center uf|
an inituense cirele of ssmpathy. Mool bad |
s reciting the names of Alel, Eaocli,
Nowh, Abrubaw, Sarab, lsane, Joseph,
Gideon nod Barak and then says, “Be-
it ecompassind about with so great 8 cloud
of witnesses.”

Betore | get through, 1 will show you
thigt you fight iy an arens, wround which
clrele, in gollerles above ench other, all
the Kindliog eyes amd all the sympoathetic
henrts of the nges, and ot every victory
gained there comes down the thundering
appdanse of o great multitnde that no man
v number.  “Being compassed about
with so great g clowl of witnessos."

Cig the Birst elevation of the anclent sm-
phitheater, on the day of n celebirmtion,
sl Tilwrius, or Augustus, or the reigning
king. o, in the great arena of spectators
that wateh our strugeles, and in the Grst
divine gullery, s 1 shall enll it sits om
kitng, one Jesus,  On his head are many
erowns! The Roman emperor got hie
place by eold hlooded conguests, but out
king hath eome to his place by the hroken
henrts honled, and the tears wiped away,
and the souls redesmed. The Roman em-
peror ant, with folded arms, indiferent as
to whether the swordsman or the lion
beat, but our king's sympathies are all
with uw, Nuy, unheard of condescen-
slona! 1 sev him come down from the gal-
lery into the arens to help us in the fight,
shouting, until all up and down his volcs
in hourd: “Fonr not! T will help thee! 1
will strengthen thee by the right hand of

e

my [urwer,

In the Arena.

They gave to the men in the arens, In
the oldeén thwoe, food to thicken their
blood, so that it wonld flow slowly, and
that for n longer time the people might
glont over the scene. But our King has no
pleasure In our wounds, for we are bone
of his bone Hesh of his Hesh, blood of his
blood.

In all the angulsh of our heart,
The Mun of Sorrows bore a part.

Onew, In the anclent amphithenter, a
Hon with one paw esught the combatant's
sword and with his other paw caught his
shield, The man took his knife from his
girdle and slew the beast. The king, sit-
ting In the gallery, said, “That wns not
fair; the lion must be slain by a sword™
Other Hons were turned ont, nod the poor
vietim fell. Youn cry, “Shame, shame!"
nt such mennness. Buot the king, in this
chue ix our brother, and he will ses that
we have fair play. e will forbid the
rushing out of more lions than we enn
weet,  He will not suffer us to be tempt-
el ubave that we are nble. Thank God!
The king Is In the gallery! Iin eyes are
on us.  His heart is with ns.  His hand
will deliver nik,  “Blossed are all they who
put thele tenst In him!"

I look ngoin, and 1 wee the angelie gnl-
lery. There they are—the angel that
swung the sword at the gate of Eden, the
snme that Fzekicl saw upholding the
throne of God und from which T look
awny, for the splendor s insaTerabile,
Heore are the guardien songels, That one
watched a patriareh; this one protected o
child; that one has been pulling o sl ont
of temptation. Al these nre messengors
of light, Those drove the Bpanish armadn
on the rocks, This turned Sennnelieril's
living hosts into a heap of TRG,00 forpses,
Thowe yonder chunted the Christmas
eurol over Bethlehem until the chant
awoke the shepherds. These at crea-
tion wtood in the baleony of henven and
serennded the newborn world wreapped
In swaddling clothes of light.  And there,
holier and mightier than all, Is Michael,
the archangel, To command an carthly
howst gives dignity, but this one I8 leader
of the 20,000 chariots of God and of the
ten thousand tmes ten thousend angels.

Fumillar Figures,

I look again, and I see the gallery of
the martyrs. Who is that? Hugh Lati-
mer, sure enongh! He would not apolo-
glze for the truth preached, and so he
died, the nlght before awlnging from the
bedpost In perfisct glee at the thought of
emuncipntion. Who are that army of
06607 They are the Theban Jeglon who
died for the faith. Here is a lnrger host
In magnificent areny —884,000—who per-
ishied for Christ in the persecutions of
Diocletisn.  Yonder Ix a fawmily group,
Folicitan of Rome and her children.
While they were dying for the faith she
stood enwouruging them. Onpe son was
whipped to death by thorns: another wos
flung from a rock; unother was behended.
At lawt the mother became n martyr. |
There they are together—a family group |
in henven! Yonder in John Bradford, whe
snid, o the fire, “We shall Lnve o merrs
wupper wita the Lord to-ulght! Yooder
is Henry Voes, who exelnimed, us he died,
“1f 1 hnd ten bheads, they shonld all fall
off for Chrint!” The great throng of the
martyrs! They had hot lend poursd down
their throots; horses were fastened to
their hands, and other horwen to their
feet, and thun they were pulled apart:
they had thelr tongues pulled out by red-
hot plnchers; they were sewed op In the
sking of animals, and then thrown to the
dogn; they were danbed with combuntibles
and sot on fire! 1f all the martyr=' stakes
that have been kindled could be set at
proper distances, they would make the
midnight, all the world over, bright as

T

give, and cry, “Hail, sous and dsoghters
of the fizel"
Eminent Christians.,

I look agwin, and 1 see snother gallery,
that of eminent Christiaus. What strikes
we strungely is the mizing in compasion-
ship of those who on earth could not
ugren, There 1 ses Martin Luther, and
bussiche him a2 Roman Catholic who looked
beyond the superstitions of Lis church and
in savedd. There is Albert Barnes, and
around him the preshytery who tried him
for heterodoxy. Yondes is Lyman Beech-
er wold the choareh court that denounced
him. BStranger than wll, there are John
Calvin and James Arminios. Who would
have thought that they would sit so lov-
ingly together? There are George White-
field and the bishops who would not let
him come iuto their pulpits because they
thought him o fenstie, There are the
sweot  singers  Toplady, Moaontgomery,
Charles Wesley, Insae Watts and Mrs,
RBigourney. If heaven Lad had no musie
b fore they went up, they would have
sturted the singing. Anpd there the band
of missionaries—David Abwel, talking of
Ching redecmed, and John Soudder of
Indin savesd, and David Brainerd of the
nhorlgines evangelized, and M, Adonk
ram Judson, whose prayers for Burma
toork henven h}' violence. All thesse Chris-
tinns are looking into the arena.  Our
strugele Is nothing to theirs. Do we, in
Christ's cauwe, suffer from the eculd?
They wolked Greenland’s ey mounntuins,
Do we suffer from the hent? They swel-
tered in the troples. Do we get fatigued ?
They fainted, with none to care for them
but eannibale.  Are we perseentod? They
were nnathemntized. And as they look
from thelr gallery and see us falter in the
presence of the lions [ séem to bear [sanc
Watts siddressing us in his old hymn,
only & little chnnged:

Must you be carried to the skies

On Bowery beds of eane,
While others fought to win the prize,
Or sailed through bloody seas?
Topludy shouts in his old hymni
Your harps, ye trembiling salnts,
Down from the willows take,
Lond to the praise ot love divine,
Bid every string awake.
While Charles Wesley, the Methodlst,
brenks forth In his favorite words, a little
varied:
A charge to keep you have,
A God to glorify;
A never dying woul to snve,
And fit it for the sky!

I look again, and | see the gallery of
onr departed, Muny of those in the other
grlleries we have heard of, but these we
knew. Oh, how familiar their faces!
They sat at our tables, and we walked to
the house of God In company. Have they
forgotten us? Those fathiers and mothers
atirted us on the road of life? Are they
enrcloss iy to what becomes of us? And
those children, do they look on with stolid
indifferenee ns to whether we win or lowe
thix battle for eternity? Nay. [ see that
child running his hand over your hrow
and asying, “Father, do not fret; mother,
do not worry."  They remember the day
they left us.  They remember the ngony
of the last farewell. Though years in
hewven, they know our faces. They re
membor our sorrows.  They speak our
numes. They wateh this fight for heaven,
Nuy, 1 see them rise up and lean over and
wave hefore us their recognition and en-
courngement.  That gullery I8 not full,
They nre keoping places for us.  After wa
have slain the Ton they expeet the king to
call us, snying, *Come up higher” Be-
tween the hot stroggles In the arenn 1
wipe the sweat from my brow and stiand
on tiptos, reaching up my right hand to
clusp thoirs In rapturous handshaking,
while their voices come ringing down
from the gallery, erying, “Be thou faith-
ful urte death, and you ashall have a
|'l'\’“‘l'l."

In the Arena or Gallery?

But here [ punse, overwhelmed with the
majesty and Joy of the weene. Gallery of
the king! Gallery of angels! Gallery of
prophets and apostles! Gullery of muar-
tyra!  Gallery of snints!  Gallery of
friends nna kindred! Oh, majestic vircles
of lght and love! Throngs! Throngs!
Throngs! How shall we stand the gazo
of the unlverse? Myriads of eyes heam
ing on un! MNayriads of hearts boating in
sympathy for us! How shall we ever
dare to sln agnin? How shall we ever be
come disconrged agaln? How shall we
ever feol lonely again? With God for us,
and angels for ua, and propheta and apos-
tles for us, and the great sonls of the
ages for ns, and our glorified kindrd for
us, shall we give up the fight and die?
No, 8on of God, who didst die to save us!
No, ye angels, whose wings nre spread
forth to sholter ns! No, ye prophets and
npostles, whose warnings startle us! No,
yo loved ones, whose arma are outstretch.
ol to recelve nal  No, we will never sur
render!

Sure T must fight if T would relen
18 faithful to my Lord,

A by the eross, endure the pain
Supiported by thy word,

Thy snints in nll this glorious war
Khall conquer, thongh they die,

They see the trinmph from afar,
Al seize it with their oye,

When that Hustrions day shall rise,
And all thine nrmies shine

In robes of victory through the skies
The glory shiall be thine.

My hearers, shall we die In the arenn or
rise to join our friends In the gallery?
Through Christ we may come off more
than conquerors, A soldler dying In the
hoapital rose up In bed the last moment
and eried: “Horel Herel' Hin attend.
ants put him back on his pillow and asked
him why he shouted “Herel" *Oh, 1
heard the roll call of heaven, and 1 wan
only answering to my name.” 1 wonder
whether, after this battle of life a over,
our names will be called in the muster roll

IFANCIES OF FASHION.

GREAT VARIETY IN THE STYLES
FOR THIS BEASON.

High-Necked Gowns Lavished with
Oroamentation — Buttons that Coat
More than the Dresa—New Btreet
Modesand Handsome Princess Model

New York correspondence:
OVELTY and ele-
Kanceln ornamen-
tation are pow
lavished on high-
necked gowns, for
reception, stpreet
and home use,
and the evening
gown Is made
with & severity
and simplicity
that makes a
wowman  depend
ent foreffect upou
her charms. A
dress with skirt
aweeping frow
the Lips, with the
bodice eut off the shoulders and set
about the cut-ont with overhanging
panels, and with shouldera slightly
elaborated by spreading pleces over
the puffed sleeves, ls the usual design
for evening dress, and in such 8 woman
blessed with flne shoulders and neck
Is a lovely thing to look at; but If she
Isn't thus fuvored, what sbhall abe do?

In these circumstances, it Is but natu.
ral that the women who dare not essay
low-cut bodices should strive to make
the dresses that are permitted themn
highly elaborate, and they are doln;
this already to such an extent that |
seems as If by midwinter It would Iy
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BUTTONS THAT CONI' MORE THAN THE
HESA.

the eveniug dress mther than the houss
gown that & synonymous for shinplic
ty. Whether thig result will be so far
reaching us to affect street dresses is as
yot an open guestion. The promenidd
dresses of late fall are markedly char
acterized by simplicity, so far as cut Is
concerned, and usoally the fabrics ars
modest enough, though occaslonaly
one sees some startlingly assertive noy
elty goods.  Ordinarily, too, the achems
of trimming Is of the most slender pro
portions, but the devices employed
eontaln & hint of what the anguolar
women may do if thelr plumper sisters
do not relax the rules for evenlng at
tire In the former's favor. Two street
dresses of the type allnded to appear
In these first two sketches, and at o
glance they are simple enough, an lm
preaslon that |8 strengthensd by thelr
material; but the buttons of the firs!
Aress were of the two-dollar-each sort,
and of the sicond were nearly twice as
expensive  Whatever 4 woman can
mean by thls strange contrast between
stuff, general plan, and ornaments, ex
capt it Ia to urge the plump contingent,
through sheer envy, to at least necord
belligerent righis (o the scruwny sls
ters, I8 hard to say. But ane direct re-

mult of this rivalry, slnee such dresses
may be worn by women of any sort of
figure, s that It & easy to have fash
lonable atrest gowns it the most mxd
prate cost, Just by selecting buatton

finds it In a handsome gray cloth. Io
construction it is stmplicity itself, the
bodice Delng pointed back and front
and without darts, as the fullness ls
pleated at the walst The fastening is
at the left side. Four double bows of
green velvet are put on the skirt, as
indicated, and are held by elaborate cur
stee] buckles, the same sort of orus-
mentation appearing at the shoulder.
With these buckles, It I8 as with the
fancy buttons already mentioned; they
may be of the most expensive cut steel,
or may be something cheaper that s
more novel and almost as handsome.
Mach s still heard soout petticoat
und Louls XVI. fashlons, but the only

A HANDROME FHRINCESS MODEL.

suggestion of the former that |8 often
seen 18 the trimming of the seams In
front, making the front breadth of a
akirt geem punel llke, Often this front
breadth appears to button to the side
breadths, and In some cases actually
does as far as the knees, there belng
no placket hole at the back. In other
cases, the seams are stropped elther
side of the front with contrasting ma-
terial, or they are outlined with brald
or bead. Princess dresses, which were
promised in abundance as forerunners
of the fashions Just mentloned, are cer-
tainly plentiful enough, whether they
fulfill & mission of ploneering or not.
Here in the fourth plcture there 18 a
very fashionable one in Indigo Dblue
cashmere figured with gold embroider-
»d dots and combined with pearl gray
cashinere covered with black and gold
soutache, The front panel 18 of the
gray material, and exvends to the neck,
where it takes on & yoke effect. This
3 gained by the blue cashmere, which
forms fitted jacket parts and Is trim-
ned with black soutache galoon. Al
he remalnder of the gown Is of the blue
duff trimmed with soatache, as indi-
«atedd, and lined with pale biue taffeta.

The fashlon of having the bodlee all
f one color or material, with revers
wnd shoulder pleces contrasting, 18 dis-
‘netly gone by, for, though the two
viterials are there just the sgme, they
te employed in a very different way.

BOTH WELL OUTFITTED,

One favorite arrungement s to have
skirt and sleeves maten, and the rest
of the bodice of a contrasting stuil.
I'his allows a good efMect to be made
with & really small amount of the rich-
or stuff. Gowns, for lnstance, of com
puratively slmple wool goods are made
dressy and even rich by having the
bodlce, all but the sleeves, of a rich
hrocude or velvet. In the sime way the
gown of sober tint Is made brilllantly
effective by a hod!ce, sleeves excepted,
of a brightly flowered sllken stuff. In
other Instances the sleeves are left
plain, and the bodice I8 covered with
lace, mpangles or applique ornaments.
()ften the overlapping drapery of the
shoulder la made to correspond with
the fronts and back of the bodice, and,
therefore, to contrnat with the sleevea
In the costume of full sise shown In
the final pleture the use of cloth and
velvet together 1s oddly devised. The
bodice Is of cloth, Is fitted, fastens at
the side and has a seamlesa back, while
the front is slashed to admit Insertions

A Farewell
Months of sunny life and falr F
Days that flitted—none knew where| ]
Hours of pleasure, hours of pain, .
Hours that ne'er can come again.
They are gone, but de you find
You can leave them all behind ¥ !

Come not memories evermore
Drifting round you from thut shore?
Words which lessened every care,
Thoughts no other e'en could share,
Duties that we ever met

With one thunght—can you forget?

Can you calmly thus efface

From life's tablet every traoce

0 the hopes aud prayers and tears
We have shared in all these yenrs
('un we #ll these memorles smother,
And “bo nothing to each other?”

When for us life's task s o'er
And we tread its path no more;
When, 'mid shudows dimly falling
We shall hear the angels calling,
As we calmly stand and wait,
Juut outside the golden gate—

Then will these dark moments seem
But a phantom or & dream.

In that dawn of purer light

You will read all things aright,
False words will not seem as troe—
In that mormn—Adien! Adieul
~Lilllan Whiting.

Her Fan.
Flutter of feathers and perfume of laces,
Ourvod sticks of ivory, daintily whito—)
Plump little Cupids with mischievous
fuces,
Ah, could I but read your expression
aright!

Bay, do you know, are you wholly mn-
feeling,

As you pelt one another with roses so
sweat?

Do you not know that my heart she s

stealing, \

To trample it onder her pearly-shod

feet ¥

Almost T think you exult In the glances
Your owner bestows when she seeks to
enslove;
Know you no cure for wounds from
love's lunces?
Have you no power her vietima to save?

Bwiftly she whirls in the maze of the
dnnces,
Slyly you langh as you peep from each
fold,
And thus one more victim of coquetry's
fancies
Questions in vain, his fate is ontold
—Lucy Moyo Warner, in Boston Budget.

The King.
Sweet Phyllis, one bright summer day,
Upon & rose i kiss impressed ;
A butterfly which chianced that way
In turn the blushing bud caressed.

It etole the kise and straightway flew
Oh, fickle henrt! into a glade,

And there, upon a violet blue,
In ecstany the kiss it nid.

The zephyr sighing through the trees,
The Boweret's tender fragrance sips)
The kiss is wafted on the breeze,
And finds o bome upon my lips,

And now, whene'er your face I ses,
I feel oppresacd by welght of debt,
To think I've kept your kiss with me
So long and not returned it yet,

It has deprived me of my bliss,

Hua enused my throbbing heart to burn;
fay bat the word and I the kiss

With compound interest will return.
—Boston Traveller,

Becaune I Love Yom
Because I love you, dear,
Much sorrow do 1 bear;
Yot joyfully those sorrows meet,

! And with my heart I hold them sweet—

Beenuse I love youo, dear,

Because I love you, dear,

No Jeweled crowna [ wear;

But crowns of cruelest thorns to me
Are poft as roslest wreaths coald be—
Becanse I love you, dear,

Because I love you, dear,
I tread the darkness hore;
But sweet flowers bloasom In the snow,
And lovellest lights In darkness glow,
Becanse I love you, dear,
—Frank L. Btanton, in Atlanta Constl
tution.

Dorothy,
Dorothy gives me a kiss for the anking,
Bweeter than ever I've tasted before,
Ever in Dorothy's love am I basking,
Taking her kisses and asking for more,

Dorothy runs down the pathway and
meets me,
Llul:‘:bm I tell her I've missed heg




